SITZKRIEG

Monsieur Andre Chevrillon, who replied, graciously spared me
the customary strictures so that no bitterness spoiled that enchanted
hour for me. As I listened to him, I looked at the attentive and
crowded heads of the onlookers. At the foot of the Desk, perched
on high stools, sat some of the beautiful women of Paris: Edmee de
La Rochefoucauld, Marthe de Pels, Henriette de Martel. In the
centre I discovered the sweet face of Frances Phipps; then the bright
eyes of Anne Desjardins which brought back the walks beneath the
cloisters and the beautiful evenings at Pontigny; Jeanne Mauriac
and her daughters; Blanche Duhamel and her sons; higher up the
fourteen grandchildren of Monsieur Doumic, a group of Norman
students from the Lycee, comrades of war and a few old friends
from Elbeuf who evoked the pounding of the looms and the high
chimneys with their tufts of smoke. It was sweet on such a day to
find this cluster of friends come together from all the stages of my
life ... But while Andre Chevrillon talked about Byron, Disraeli
and Lyautey, why should a Greek verse, unsinnmoned, echo cease-
lessly in my mind, lugubrious and prophetic? Why should the sub-
lime and bleeding face of Mounet-Sully in (Edipus Rex haunt me
on this day of triumph? Why should I think so forcibly, the while
a thousand faces smiled, that Destiny remains as redoubtable as it
was in the most ancient times, that the sad wisdom of Sophocles is
still true and that 'no man may be called happy before his death*?
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THE vales of Perigord, lined with poplars and willows, were more
beautiful and peaceful than, ever in that month of July 1939. The
purple roofs of the tenant farm of Brouillac in the evening sunlight
stood in soft contrast to the green of the fields. Only the Wasps,
'"ealous of my flowers, in the mornings still disturbed my tranqail
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